A WINDOW IN THRUMS
na, an' what's mair, I wouldna gie Marget ths
satisfaction o' hearin' me say it. No, Jess,
I tell ye, I dinna pertend to be on an equalty
wi' Marget, but equalty or no equalty, a body
has her feelings, an1 lat on 'at I ken Pete's
gone I will not. Eh ? Ou, weeL . . .

" Na faags a; na, na. I ken my place
better than to gang near Marget. I dinna
deny 'at she's grand by me, and her keeps a
bakehoose o* her ain, an' glad am I to see her
doin* sae weel, but let me tell ye this, Jess,
* Pride goeth before a fall' Yes, it does, it's
Scripture; ay, it's nae mak-up o' mine, it's
Scripture, And this I will say, though kennin*
my place, 'at Davit Lunan is as dainty a man
as is in Thrums, an' there's no one 'at's better
behaved at a bural, being particularly wise*
like (presentable) in's blacks, an' them spleet
new, Na, na, Jess, Davit may hae his faults
an' tak a. dram at times like anither, but be
wcdd shame naebody at a bural, an* Mai^et
deieeberately insulted him, no speirin' him to
Pete's, What's mair, when the minister anted
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